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bye. But he followed after me immediately, without
a word to her. Perhaps their eyes said all that was
needed.

I expected Sudan to be melancholy on the way home.
But he was in high spirits, and carolled most of the way,
urging me to sing with him:

"Eliad Eliad Eliadill yemma al Baidiye
Ya jorkh min fasalak lil helu sidriye
Tin tain wurden sawa winte khalawiye."

When we reached the place where Zeyala had bolted,
he imitated what I looked like clinging on to the saddle,
and laughed at the memory till the tears rolled down
his cheeks. Suddenly he said with contentment, "I
was with my wife all night," and burst into song
again.

We stopped to make tea before we reached the fort.
I intended to travel to Maan by truck the next day, so
this was our last trip together. I thanked him for my
stay in his home, and gave him money to buy a present
for his wife. I also gave him the small mirror I used
for shaving, which I noticed he coveted. He observed
his face frequently in it on the way to Rumm.

This evening after food in the fort, they sat discussing
the difference between the life of a peasant and a
bedu.

" It's better to be a fellah, a peasant/' said Khalaf.

"Why?"

" You keep clean with lots of water. There's food.
There's money. And there's a school for your
children."

" But if you had money ? "

" If I had money ? I'd spend twenty days in Amman
and twenty days in Damascus, Then I'd go back to